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Men born into the world with no scrap of a soul,
Men whose solemn oath never a street drab believes.
With colleagues who truckle, take bribes from the French, Smiling blandly at threats of the vengeance that sleeps,
Who pass jests on ' Old Rowley,' yet toy with his wench, Is there one who can boast of connivance from Pepys?
" To his duty he's true, and wherever he sees
The navy despoil'd, he speaks out like a man; He knows well the risk, and altho7 he loves ease,
No temptation of pleasure can alter his plan. Our seamen's complaints find him urgent to aid;
If timber be stolen, or rotting in heaps, And the honour of England seems nearly betray'd,
Up starts to the rescue undaunted Sam Pepys.
" In the dockyarde they know his true worth, and a cheer
Would rise from each shed-full of men, be ye sure, Were not discipline strict; but he cares not to hear
From shipwrights, what conscience must echo secure. Yet he makes no pretence to be hero or saint;
With the joyous he laughs, with mourners he weeps; He's not one who at bilge-water turns pale or faints;
But a man, with sound courage and skill, is Sam Pepys.
" He had taint of the Puritan once, in Nol's time,
And perhaps pious phrases drop from him too oft; But religion is not such a terrible crime,
Though we find little piety now left aloft. Some snigger and sniff at his proneness to prayers,
Where storing old books, and old ballads, he creeps; While others are shock'd at his fondness for players:
The girls in the 'tiring-room worship Sam Pepys.
"You should hear him at home, when his viol's in tune,
Or his voice joins in harmony dulcet and true; Take my word, you would linger, none care to leave soon,
Though his wife (looking jealous at Knipp) is a shrew. All gossip he notes, and when wanton eyes gaze,
Whether maid, wife, or widow, his heart bounds and leaps: I saw him kiss Nellie who acted stage-plays,
And Nell kiss'd him back again.   Not Mistress Pepys 1
" Now you see, we who know him have made up our mind
Not to heed the vile slanders of pamphleteers' mob: We stand up for the man who is honest and kind,
Who will suffer no traitor to ruin or rob. They may call him ' a Papist' because he loves James,
High Admiral York, ruling barques on our deeps; But no Papist is he, who keeps watch on the Thames,
In the ship-yard at Deptford, our old friend Sam Pepys."